mirror.   One could only see the smooth black hair of
Dr. Kolding bent low over the white arm.

In front of Helene Willfuer, on the table beneath the
green lamp, lay the Professor's hands, the hands that
were so familiar to her. Those hands were trembling.
They clenched. They moved from the table-top and
were thrust into the pockets of the dinner jacket, The
Professor drew in his breath through his teeth.

" We will go back into the drawing-room, Fraulein
WiUfiier," he said huskily. Something big was shattered
inside Helene Willfuer. . . .

That was one conversation, which led dangerously
to a concealed precipice, even though it was quite a
sensible conversation and came to nothing. The other
occurred much later on, on the way home, high up above
the town.

It was a night impossible to describe, with a sky
full of enormous stars which seemed to hang low down
and to shine again in the darkness of the stream below.
There was no moon, but behind the hills there was a
soft brightness which shed a silvery haze over their
gentle outline. From the woods arose the sound of two
voices singing, and then all was still. The silence was
so profound that the dew could be heard dripping from
the rocks at the side of the path. The air was heavy
with the mysterious scent of green chestnut blossoms
from the trees on the slope. Helene and Rainer walked
along side by side; they walked more and more slowly;
and in the end they stood still and gazed silently down,
leaning against the damp wood of a garden fence.
When Helene's hand touched Rainer's he began to tremble.

** What's the matter with you ? " she asked softly,
although she knew. He looked at her and was silent,
and he trembled more violently. She could feel it, and
it made her heart beat.